FATHERS AND CHILDREN
Petrovitch questioned her.   * He knocked and
carne in ? *
4 Yes.'
'Well, that's a good thing. Let me give
Mitya a swing/
And Nikolai Petrovitch began tossing him
almost up to the ceiling, to the huge delight of
the baby, and to the considerable uneasiness of
the mother, who every time he flew up stretched
her arms up towards his little bare legs.
Pavel Petrovitch went back to his artistic
study, with its walls covered with handsome
bluish-grey hangings, with weapons hanging
upon a variegated Persian rug nailed to the
wall; with walnut furniture, upholstered in dark
green velveteen, with a renaissance bookcase of
old black oak, with bronze statuettes on the
magnificent writing-table, with an open hearth.
He threw himself on the sofa, clasped his hands
behind his head, and remained without moving,
looking with a face almost of despair at the
ceiling. Whether he wanted to hide from the
very walls that which was reflected in his face,
or for some other reason, he got up, drew the
heavy window curtains, and again threw him*
self on the sofe.